THE  AMERICAN   AS   HE   IS
him good-by, of resting one's legs on the table while reading, and of whistling incessantly inside the house; and what I will say is this: that what are good manners in one country are extremely
The business of introductions was my chief abomination. In my little radical world in New York the institution hardly existed. If you liked a person, you went up to him and drew him into a discussion and became friends with him. If you did not like him, you paid no attention to him. In Missouri this queer formality was all over the shop. Everybody wanted to introduce you to everybody. They seemed to think I would take offense if I was not extended the dubious courtesy. The ritual of the performance would have been a rich source of entertainment to me if I had only had some one of my own kind to share it with. My gentleman would leap up, grab my hand violently, and, staring me right in the eye, exclaim, "Mighty glad to know you, man." And he expected me to answer him back in kind. But as a rule I was constrained to disappoint him there, because I waa not at all glad to know him. I was wishing that I could meet him on Eldridge Street, where I was at home, and see how he would like that.
I suffered uncndurably from hunger. It took me three years to get used to American cookery. At the club everything tasted flat. I missed the pickles and the fragrant soups and the highly seasoned fried things and the rich pastries made with sweet cheese that I
had been brought up on.   The breakfast hour was
225jinate, chicken-
